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HEY worked in & gray stone beehive of twenty storles|

and all modern improvements, Their nreva was a long, |

resonant marble hall Iying between a row of electric|

lit booths, and the tall shafts of iron lattice that were

referred to in advertisements as “‘a perfectly equipped |

elevator service.”” ‘She sat behind a showease, under a|

huge gilt sign which bawled of Someone's Chocolates; he a[--ndl

in a little cage, beneath a dim light, his hand on a lever, watch- |

ing the bulb before him blnze red and die away, and then sh-;tl

up and down an iron tunnel, to the clash of gates !.he-

echoing burden of “Going ‘up!—'l'wumielh. all ont! Goling
down!—All out, Broadway!"

On the first morning he, lonnging before his cage, nofed her
novel, her raiment of gorgeons ease, her pale, suippy face; a_la.-'
lolling behind her counter, noted his smart gray uniform, ime-
portint pose and aggravating simper,

“Say,”™ shot his glance] “ain’t we swell ¢ [

SMy" Hers returned, “but we're smart!” |

Their affair advanced precipitately, as all great pissions; it |
was a rare case of muotual repulsion at first sight. His pom-|
poug manper, superior steer and avidity for cigarettes nnd|
dime sepsationnlism  were all precions foel to her hate; he
wlnated savagely gver her galn fineries, ncid serpnity and inces:|
sant eonsumption of caramels and yellow bound sentiment.
He sneered at the business preteusions of one who read all duy, |
apd who from very cnnui received messages and connted words
for the Western TUnion girl, On such occasions he wonld
drawl—

“Hullp, Caramels! ‘Phink you're husy, don’t yon?'"

“Ah, o on, Locals!™ she would retort deftly. “You go h.-u-k:
to your cnge.” |

This epithet was tipped with sabtle venom. iz ambition |
was to shoot uphampered up aud down the iron toonel, display-|
ilig on his cap the gilt legend “Express,” to reject the rabble |
with ap uncompromising “Firgl stop the tenth,” instead of|
crepping along at the beek of every serub woman; s he had|
studied the mechanism of the elevators to such good effectithal
once, when i cage stuck between floors, Le ran down to the big
cable reels in the basement nnd adjnsted the difienlty. In fact, |
he mastered the cause so thoroughly that thereafter seversl
of the elevators manifested o persistent tendeney to stick, and
his services soon became regarded as invalnahle.

The term “Locals,” seurrilously applied, demanded satisfae-
tion; this he collected on the instalment play, by o thowsand
ingenious plagnes. Once he snatched from Caramels “Her
Tatal Beauty: or, Wooed ot Unwed,” and declaimed roptur-
ously:— -

“48ack, sir!” eried Marguerite Daineonrt, rising to her full
height, lovely in aungry pallor, ‘Remeniber you are an English
noblemnn, while I ani but g teadesman’s child.'®

“The Earl of Darnleligh goashed his white, leonine teeth.
‘Proud beauty! he hisged, ‘you shall rtie the day that viwo
epurned the suit of Henry De Vere,'

“But she, silencing him with an imperions flash from under
her raven lashes, swept haughtily from the apartment,”

Loeals stopped short, for Caramels, sunatching at his pocket,
opened eroge five from “Felt IPooted Fred; or, the Boy Sleuth

“Mark that man!'

“41 mark him.'

“*Mark him well; that is Bullseye Bill, leader of the gang,
His life or mine!' |

“It was fearful carnage. Blood flowed like water.

“Seventeen of the gang were killed, the rest dropped, mortally
wotinded. Bullseye Bill lny riddled with bullets.

“Fred and his three chums fortunately remained ynhurt. |

“*‘Hal" said the Boy Sleuth, pocketing his trusty bharker, |
“"Twas well donel' "

Liocals stalked off, gritting lis teoth. 8he always got the best
of him, that girl. And he clutehed the leyver and ascended with
such lightning sparts and jouney stops that the passengers
eanght their breaths, and thonght on life insurance. But what
did he eare! They were as so much freight to him. All he
knew was they were always in a great hurey, afd asked very
foulish questions; and he eursed them daily, without sessntion—
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Such: sbie wis, (saiiels kheiw right off, Lpey)s =verheard
her tell the Western Union girl—which she needi’t have said as
though she had discovered a new coutinent, he sneered. since
the fact was as plain as the nose on her face, and thut was
sayiug a good deal.

The Per_fet‘t Lady was not very old, vet somehow yon thought
shie was—it might have been from her diguified way;: she was
not so yery beautiful, yet somehow yon thought she was—it
might have been her expression: finplly she wever said much;
¥et whatever she did say seemed very muoch—it mnst have
bieen, Locals decided, because she was what sho was, a Porfect
Lady. The Perfect Lady dressed in black, though she didn't
look the part a bit, and presently it was whispered that the
telograms she received through the Western Union girl  angl
the messages she =ont at the public ‘pay station hinted that
when her mother died she had left home, being too proud tn
depend an her stepfather, who was queer.  Imagine any one
being queer with her! She had # way of making von feel at
ﬂ_rst.- sight that you'd known her ilways—which wa&l.\'nr\' liI:eI\:
her smile; and when she said “Please™ or “Thank von" or
“Good morning"” you wanted to get up quickly and do Ih.in;:s for
her—it might have been her eyos. [ Iy
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tunutely 1 can't—ean't aford a whole present, hut if you and

your young lndy will allow me to contribute!’'—
Locals went down eight floors at & jump: he had never hefore

seen a bill with a double Xson it. Carnmels was not u bit
shippy; she seemed \atru!u:_ely touched by something.  “It was
just lovely of him,” she murmured, *to do it in that way."

“Say!" he demanded, “what do yon know about them?"

Caramels tilted her nose. “Locals,” she retorted, acridly, “did
|you think my eyes wakn't workin'?" ;

Loonls was agreeably surprised to find that she had no de-
signs on the Real Thing; she gradually beeamé legs vhuoxions.
Onee he sven asked her opinion on a point which had long
puzzled him.

“Why don't he?' she echoed. “That’s just it—how ean he?”

“How ! retorted Locals, “Can’t he mail her a theatre ticket
and ‘meet her at the show? Can’t e run against her an’ say,
Txceuse me'? Can't he?

Her eye silenced him.  “If you'd read about something bie-
sifles Boy Rleuths" she gaid, “you’d find those things ain't done
in real soclety.”

Lacals gasped. This fine point of etiguette elnded hims he
merely recogiized that the Heal Thing bad lost his nerve, and
what could be done about it? Often thereafter thoy disenssel
this problem, and Locals soon found that Caramels was far
from sulppy, when she forgot to be, and thoroughly informed on
thie complications of the affair, Tt appeared that the Perfect
Lady's stepfather wag missing her tervibly,

One morning Caramels summoned Locals, with an owminons
face; the Perféct Lady had telegraphed that she would return
home next day, “Can’t you think of something?"” ghe appealed,
| Lpeals thonght all night, hotench scheme exploded in a blaze of
impertinence when he pietured the Perfect Lady's reproachful
YO8,

'i All wext morning he ghot up aml down his tnunel, wondering
Iiwhat neat stratugem FPelt-Footed Fred wonld have employed.

Suddenly he was recalled from the top flior by the news thal

en elévator had stoek. He huarried tothe basement, and soon

relurned in fime to see the passengers alight amid cheers. As
| the erowd disperstd Carvamels summoned him. Her ayes
snappod and her face blazed with sudden inspiration. She
whispered a moment, then Locals returned to his post with a
dazed Jook. Even the starter notieed that he ncted queerly
that morning, and when he encountered him hurrying up-
sinirs just before noon he challenged him.

“That express,” explained Loeals, “she ain’t ranning snooth
vet,” and, stepping info the refractory elevator, whirléd alort.
At the twentieth story he transferred to his own eage, wned
descended slowly. He had timed it well; at the eighth floor
stogd the Perfect Lndy, n suit case in one hand, the key of
817 in the pother, looking rather depressed, Loeals thought.
“Just a minute, miss,” he said, and, stepping across to 830, nn-
nouneed :—“Some one on the wire ‘for you, sir."

The trio entered the eage. The Real Thing threw back his
shonlders aud looked inside his hat; the Perfect Lady studionsly
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dréw on her gloves, und Loeals, catehing a deep breath, elashed
the gate,

* “THE. RFAL THING STEPPED TORTH. 5u1=t>op:rmc_'tﬁz.'PmFm:T_ LADy-"

Down, down, down, swift and smooth as the swoop of a
hird; seven, six, five, four, three, and then—crash! a sudiden.
sickening stop. “She’s stuck,” eried Loeals, “that’s all!” Aud,

saile? Why, when she o walved 10 caen mwochag 8 wave of
smiles vippled through that sombre, electric lit haif. Mike, the

|gourest old doorkeeper who ever gradged yon o two-foot crack,

flung his door wide, beaming paternally down; the elevator men
saltuted like grinning schoolboys, anid the starter suddenly Torgot
to be a stprched, impervious sentingl, The boothlack became
dizgustingly mundlin, but he wag Haliar and smiled all fhie time,
Then the Porfect Liady wonlid step into Locals' eage, and he
wonld elish his gate trivmphant!y, whirl her aloft and stop at
vight-seventeen with n gentleness not to be imagined even of a
perfectly equipped elevator serviee. She had always Tayored
Firten, AT H e atways M THe @rolnd Booy by the stroky or
wine. If the stavter shonted “Right!™” hefore she arrived  Locals
witited, scowling mutinonsly,

Then pue Monday moruing the Real Thing cawe along, Loeals
knew him as sneh by his flappy trousers, square shonlders and
generdl tailory wppeavance; dlso by the long leathern fube
bristling with curions sticks which was ching over his shonliler.
The Perfect Lady hail just areived, rather hurried und Sushed,
when be entered with a swinging stride and followed her into
the cage. They were Loenls' only passengers, and he, being a
knowing fouth, ohserved the frigidity of the atmosphere, and
her puritanically reserved profile as she disuppeared at the
pighth floor. The Real Thing also alighted there, and Toeals
stopped on the downward trip without slenal, quite sware thut
he had been merely cooling his heels down the hall for appear-
ance shle,

Theredafter the Real Thing often passoed along Broudway. os-
pecinlly just as the Perfect Lady eame: iy from lnneh: he hegan
sending telegroms, buying Somenne's Chorolntes and taking ele-
vitor rides; and one day what did Lie do but move upinto eight-
thirty and gilt letter the door “Estate of J. De Vine Vinton.™
Locals thought that the estate business must be very pleasant,
for all it consisted of wis to stand at the window, smioke eigar-
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returned to Phila
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mr. Burae{te ¢e“5 'in‘ five miles, T think, every Sunday. When
L d

J{Ow gt Hap?enea they offered me mout

poor-services. I kept
ﬂND g0 the TEnatp wants to kunow |8nd gave back the r

“how it feels to turn from a humorist bad regeived from those warm hearted
Into a preacher,” Well, probably the |[Peeple more than any money pould mess-

transition isn’t =0 much of a shock as|ure.
one might think. 1t depends upon one's| I have hepn preachi

idea of the humorist and the preacher.|Or two in 1801-2, as asslstant pastor of the
1 have read some lasting sermons by Tom | Lower Merion Baplist Church, Brya
Haod and Charles Lamb and Oliver Wen- Mawr, Pa., during the pastosate of the A pr

delphia, in October.| @ ppreciation from a

generous pay for my B -
rother Humorist

one big sllver dallar|
est of the money, 1 ¥ -
By Eli Perkins.
(Melyille T). Landeon.)
S rata Sl OBERT J. BURDHTTE preach!
TIE VRIS Y ol I? Why, He's heen preaching all those
years.. He who (truthfully portrays
nature with volee or pen pr brigh is
egeher, The true humorist whiy de-
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“How It Feels to Turn from Humorist to Preacher.’---ROBERT

ettes, to puee the eighth foor ball and follow the Perfeet Lady throwing back the gate, he wriggled through the narrow space
Into the egge at noon, returnivg vn her heels at one o'clock, [between the top of the cage and the third floor, and digap-

Of course Caramels thought that the Real Thing was jlu-illl]e“‘md' /
lovely. Loecals watched her gushing over him to the Western| After half an hour Ehp erowd doswnstairs went panie stricken,
Unjon givk He didn't doubt that she brooded’ over a romance, And the ineyitable Fool of the Occasion rang up three fire
with herself as heroine, Somelow thengh ke would have Stitions and a hospital. And the amhulance elanged, the en-
:Hl‘lJI‘JiI'I[ the stiggestion—he had come toeognrid the Perfeet Lindy gings snorted, nnd T;h(‘ ["‘]w'ln-.""lll Bhﬂllif‘([. _“}{ﬂ.(']i there!” which
{aud the Teal Thing s belongitg to each other—sy heouldn't | the erowd wonldn't do, as it was waiting for blood.  Aud
amid fthe din and excitement the elevator slid peacetully to
earth, and the Real Thing stepped forth, supporting the Poei-
fect Lndy. She was limp and white, and he large and pro-
teeting,

“Some water, please,” he said: “I think she's going to”™——
And she did—in his arms.

“Whateher think? To shoogHarlem goats?” (Caramols lived | a.nd that ywes _HJ_E.]aBt oK “]EA"]' But_ Une afiernodn U’“.T
I Fracter) -lllilllﬂ-ll_ they ‘_\'aIked in, she _Il'mk_ing prettier than ever and hie
| UNaw ! and her voiee thrilled with aelidl innendo. “Jerse bigger, It possible, hy 4 certain air nF proud ownership. Acrovs
Ir|||:a-a|1‘||i||.u-s~"" : i i endg.  TJdersey | the c:-rlmI,\‘ counter leaned Locals, whispering terribly in earnest

s - to Caramels, who wis making up a hox of mixtare, totally

During Christmasg week the Perfect Lady looked rather sad, | uticancerned.

Locals thought, After muoch  considergtion he purehnsed a| “Tames,” suid the Real Thing, when congratulations lb:d
witer piteher piinted with forget-me-nots and emblazoted subgided, “how wonld o country estate hit yon?"

“Trege Friendship,” nuil smuoggled it ap to elght-Seventeen on|  Loeals grinned.

[Christings Hve, He found the door ajar, and entering. enconn-| “Can't promise yon an elevator,”” pursued the Real Thing.
(tered Caramels in the very act of laying a package on the Per-| “but we've an automobile that—that sticks sometimes."”

fect Lady's desk. Both started, stured defiantly, then looked| TLoeals blushed,
confised.  As they stole iuto the hall there stood the Reall “And my wife needs a miaid. But"—he eyed Loculs steruly
Thing, nlstered and snowy. his arms overflowing with pareels. | —“only married couples need apply.” .

(Caramels canght 4 passing elevator. Then said the Renl Loeals opened hig mouth, then shut it; then he glanced across
Thing:— | the eounter and perspired suddenly.
| Tames, did you ever want to give a Christmas preseut, but| “You'll come? demanded the Reul Thing, and the Poerfeo
|(_m|ld|1'l?" Lady urged, “Ah, pleage!”

Loeals nodded. Caramels, mixing candies, ununoticed, raised her eyes tn

“If Teels,” he pursued, reflectively, “d—d mean, Unfar-|Loeals’ despniring face. She barely nodded.

| rostst draswling across the hiall:—

“Halle, Marguerite Daineanet]”

HiT=tes Pell-Booted eed!™ shegnotorted.  “Show. s yeur
trusty boavker.”

“S'pose you think T ain’t got one ¥

Yon! What fer?"

Aaand

Wittch me. T smile

J. BURDETTE

and gay, 'Go away man I've been thinking abont So we In-| @ .
g-e o away'—and—and—gosh | stalled him at once. B? u? of gnforma{]on.

| Blust H—1t's n wasp!' " “Was Hiteheock a good business man?"’ T - TR
| Burdette has o way of stating Lhe trath [T 4sked. I_?:Ilill?r&is?rfl]‘i.oskgzﬁsg} l;{OD]ri.drnTlEniBtl];e Ifilil-
ey = Aar Thi \4 a (ThTistin ' ' & g
ED “‘-““I”"j“'»‘f”'“}F}‘Q_I‘r"]” B U“jf"}““*“""_' “Oh, yes," said Burdette; “‘everything he lectures to audlences In apera Rotmed
m, .*.'T‘_W'f ‘“m_"“'-‘ Fai ”5:""“‘“1‘1 U‘_“‘ “-1 'IJI]“:‘-' touched turned into money. He proved to | and has become a Baptist minister
ﬁl: “'I'f‘ 2 j'“-""‘f__'f “}- ey :‘;’:“‘_T‘“-'_ }'-F be all we anticipated, and he ran the paper | with & church ut Los Angeles, Cal. He
g l_{"-“i‘"‘“;']”' T I"lkl"‘”‘ ’l" '—“"‘”5]', an LA | wish the greatest suceess until he turned | was 'born fn 1844 at Greensharo, Pa., on
iH‘“-‘-k-‘-_\“ B3 AT A RS had """_"""I““h'-:’]_ S ithat Into fmoney, toon," July ‘300 Fle moved to Peorla, 111, where
'-ltl'.":”}']""i:‘{,_l';__ Fqu:‘I III:IU ‘;”‘I'l o =5 asked [ yviat was the Anal result?” he: recelvid hls educidtion in the publle
111N {1} 118 r'¢ tt A e succegdad, P : : = ? , Sghnjlﬂ.

“Pid you make much money? Well, when we wound up the concern .

dell Holmes, and | have seen Mr. Heech-| Rev. B. MacMackin, naw pf Philadeiphia. |

er's congregation smile, to say the least.
1 think Gough was a pretty good preacher,
but he has made me lnugh many a time
Speaking to a class of theological stu-
dents, Mr, Beecher once said, replying to
the question “whether it was proper to
sy anything in a germon that would make
people laugh' 1 —

“Never turn aside from a laugh anv
more than you wonld from a cry., Go
ahead on yvolir Master's business, and do it
welll And remember this, that every fac-
ulty in you was placed there by the dear
Lord God for His service. Never try to
ralse a laugh for 4 laugh's sake, or to
make merry as a plece of sensationnllgm
whan yvou are preanching on solemn things.
But if mirth domes up naturally do not
stifie It. If when you are arguing any
auestion tha thing comes upon you so thot
¥you see the point in a Indierous light you

dan sometimes flash it at your audience|

and accomplish at a stroke what you were
-seaking to do by a long train of argument,
‘and that is entirely allowable. In such a
case do not attempt to suppress laughter,
it iz a part of the nature God gave us and
which we can use in His gerviee. When
you are fighting the devil shopt him with
anything.”

As_a matter of fact, my sermons are|

nnytﬁing‘ but humorous. 1 hawve far less

Jiberty in that directlon than have other

preachers. If I told one funny story in the
pulpit It would be magnifled Into a score.
When I was pastor of the Pirst Presby-
terian Church, in Pasadena, 1t wasg eur-
rently reported by some people who never
went to that church that any time you
went by the Presbyterian Church during
the hour of service you could hear the
people clapping their hands and roaring
with laughter at my jokes,

There wasn't a syliable of trith in it
But such thinegs have a sobering effoct on
me. I ‘don't dare to be g0 funny In the
pulpit as many of my ministerial brethren.
And thizs is a grievous disappointment to
some 0f my hearers.

My first pastorate was In the State of
New York, In the summer of 1885, T was
pastor of a Baptist church, at “Pond 13."
in Warren county. 1 was camping In the
woods up in that country when I recelved
my “eall.” The people came to me and
gald they had no pastor, would 1 preach
for them? 1 would and did, It surely
was a couniry pastorate.

I wns campihg on the farm of Mr. Ben-
nett and he drove me to serviee, about four

In 185 that ehpreh Heensed me to preaet. |

During my lecture seasans, which last|
from Odtober to May and earry me ali over |
the Dnited States, | have always preached |
every Sunday, so that my “‘one day pas-|
torates'” are scatterad over this country
from Malne to Texas. You might have
heard me when 1 preached in Madizon
Avenue Baptist Church, New York city.
some time In 1893, 'L think,

“Money?'" repeated Burdette sadly
“Meoen-e-y! DI you ever start a news-
| paper?”

Mo, T belleve not,” T sald,

“Well, you ought to try it. 1 .4dia sfart

jone once, Yeu, D'started 1t, We called It
| the Peorin Reviow, and It was siarted to

I1'riI n long felt want.™

In fact, T don't see how you can h:n‘wl
misged Hearing me some Sunday during |
the last eighteen wvears, In March, 1808, 1
decepted a0 ecall as supply for the Flrst
Presbyterian Chureh of Pasadena, Cal.,
ana contlnued as acting pustor—'stated
SUpply.™ the Presbyterinns call it—for a
little ‘over a year. In all that time 1 pe-
mained a Baptist and they continued to bel
Presbyterians. Nothifig separated us but
the baptistry. And If sver 1 ind sweeter,
more lovible people I will have to 2o to
heaven Lo look for them, .

At the close of thal pastorate T vrnce
mare resumed my lectyre work, preached
anee or twice a week from Dan to Beor-
shelia. returned home and aecepted the
call to the pastorate of the Temple Bap-

PORERT ———r—
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tist Church. of Los Angeles.

To-return to your guestion, “How does It
feel to turn from humorist to prescher?”

TEMPLE BAPTIST CHURCE

- oS ANGELES.CAL.

Well, the transition hns heen s gradual : I
extending over a period of elghteen years| o ' ocs DAture s6 close to life that you
{of vreaching and writing and lecturing ._%m_.h l..lr m_? _.nui who um]iu_t_ (3 111 -_‘n-mru.r_v».‘l
|that the shock lsn't yety apparent. ‘He |VAiuEand shunvice isthe king of preach-
sides, it has been up hill all the way. i eT s o

: : = 00 made Jaughter for the Christlan
| I Have sgen It stated that I “wearled of agved and tears Tor the sinnor lost. Let
the strenuous llfe of the leoture fleld and|ine Christian ]-':r'u"wh-'-r i e hila: Bl
sought ease in the pastorate.”’ Well, 1 ST SRt s Pt e e
NanE SR Bath - TEE wont. on \eRsy: Tady Buddhist preacher weeps and tears his
itime 1 would continue to roam ar
{the country with half a dowen lectu
leach ane =o old that it will say itself,

cluthes!
Humorists like Burdette, Eugene Field, |
Riley and Sl Carleton often get of
Flto the truth thnn the orthodox preache
you get 1t starteldl, and echangs 'my au-| Onps day, when “Bob" Bardette was
dienca‘every duy. Heensed, it met ordalned to preach, he
Intellectuzlly, popular lecturing iz the | was desgcribing a dear aold Methodist
laziest occupation on earth, next after act-! preacher who had been talking to the Sal-

Ing, of ¢ourge. But to go Into the pas-| bath school ehlldren about patiencs,
torate, to face two frosh sermons cvery| “‘Children,'” gald the ve able preacher,
weelk, with all manner of unexpected ad-|'“you must always be patient—never let
dresses coming in to fill pup the time, in|Your angry mp an rige. Now, children,
thiz day of intellectyal netivity and alert- | before 1 experienced religion 1 psed to be
iness, when the congregation demands that Impatient, 1 used to get exclted, loge my
ievery ssrmon 2hall be the best, the man | temper anl say naughty wirds. Buot 2lnee
Iwho seeks the pastorats for a vacation I've experienced rellgion nothing excites
will find far more guiet and ease and | me—nothing! Now, childrén, vou se¢ that
meditative restfulness "In folling down |y on my naese,” pointing with his finger.
staire with a kitchen stove or dodging| 'Before T experienced religion, children,
automobiles on racing day.
ROBERT J. BURDETTE, |wordsa

oser |

“DIA you have any partners? I askeq.
® *“Yes, Jerry Cochrane was my partner
There were many comforting things aboit
hat paper. For instunce, Jerry and 1
iwnys knew on Monday that we would
not have money enongh to pay the hnnds
off on Haturiay—and we never had; The
hands knew It, too, 2o thelr nerves were
nevyr shocksd by dlsappolntment. We ran
along that way for s while, getting mare
deeply in debt all the time."”

“"How did your troubles end?" T asled.

“Well cne morning when things looksd
very blue T entered the office and found
Jerry looklng very solemn.

“rJerry,” sald T, ‘you need another part-
ner.'

“*Yes, we do nted a new one. We need
one had!

YA buosiness man,' | said,
» one with executive ahility.'

*A financler," I pbserved

“Yes, ‘Bob,! we want a man who can
talkke hold of things and turn them into
money.”"

*Thon I've got the man you want,” =ald

there was nothing left but two passes—| DBecoming weary of the civil war and
one to Clnelnnalt] and one to' Burlington. te life of u private in the Forty-seventh
Wa divided 'them  and went [ @lffercnt 1linols Volunleers, which was® not exeit-
direstiohe Ing enough for him, he started o news-
imp-:-r[at] Peorla and became agsociate edi-
Lor of the : -
dette will tell in thie pulplt will be Iike the u};; --1.;:1wkf;m?_.;ﬁ:?nm-gg;geifmﬁ:‘zz:::
parable in fhe Bile. They were simple yince his friends that he was o humorist
hits of imagination, but they did Nlustrate and he went to the Brooklyn BEagle ami
great truths. aseended the lecture platform in zamf
Here {= a lttle up-to-dateé pardble that| Asa “Physician of the Merry Heart,” by
Bob the humorist can tell that will throw Which title he' delighted to be known, he
more sunlight into the hearts of mothers dispensed his “good medicine” In answer
and children than all the irony of Bob the|lo three thousand culls. The effect of
jagnostic ar the solid logle of Jodepl Cook |his treatment was [mmediate. All the pa-
the theologian:— - tients survived, declared themselvas hap-
“Mamma." eried little Abby, running n- MY benefited and many of them are still
to the sitting room, "I want a little brass | UVINE.  All who could not come to him

The thousands of little stories that Bur-

bedstead Hke Jenpie Day's. I hate pine he visited at thelr homes, carrylng - his
| farniture.* Ir_-L.;_'l.=, und dispensing his Nperseuptions’
| The mother went an with her meonding ['Cm hig saddle bags, Iike an old prac-
|angd dld not speak. I[ItiD:‘lEl"_

His favorite medicines for Kome use,
which, (f properly abgorbed, would Instant-
Iy relieve the worst case of “hlucs” and
kindred ailments, were “Innach Garden,'
“The Rise and Pall of a Mustadhe,” *'Life
of William Penn,'* “S8ons. of Asaph” and

"1 know the reason; It Is becaysze we are |wo : "
[ i ! Chimes from a Jes
| poor!" aald the little girl. with & frown. is In Pasadena c{;?ters Bells."" His homs

“I' tate to be poor and not have prrttyl
things lke Jennle. Why are we so poor,
lmntl:er? Bay why." . a a 1
“We are not poor, Abby.'" =aid the ra
mother. “We bhave all the comforts of G Ia GF i ik
ife.” A wild robin swings on & wihd tossed tree,
| “Then why'"'— And calls to his mate near by.
| “Wailt g moment, Abby, apnd T will tejl | While she anmawers him with a “tweet-
{you why,” said the patient mother. “When tweet-tweet,™
Jesus, whp has all power in heaven and She seems to be ealling him “sweet-swoet.
carth, wins cradled in n manger and in| sweet,”
manhootdt had nowhere tp lay His head, | While lonely Indeed am 1.
wihy should ¥ou, my chlld, have that sun-|If I were 4 robin and cglled to thes,
ny lttle room with & soft bed, and &!l| High up In & wind tossed tree,
thoge pratty  little things about you?|Wouldst thou answer me with a “fwee
Why? Say why, my dear child.” tweet-tweeat,"
Little Abby though n moment of theAnd seem to be calling me ‘'sweet-sweet
minger of Christ's Infanecy and the home-| . SWesl,
lessness of His manhood; then she dropped Or still ‘would 1 jonely be?
her head and blushed with shame.

“'Say, mother, can T have one?”

“No, my dear ehild, you cannot.™

“Why, mamma? Say why?" repented
the child pettishly,

Still there was ho answer.

|-<A sunflower opens her eyes of brown

She went up to ber own little room. The, And looks from her golden nest:
sun was shinlng through the white cur-/Bhe watches the sast for the rising sun,
tains, her pillow looked pure as snow and!And follows her god till his day 1s done,
the reom {tself seemed llke one in w fairy| Then mourns t'ord the vacant west,
palace. She whispered to herself, "This !Il' I were the sun, thou the flower of brown.
lan't mueh like o manger. We are not as| Wounldst thou from thy golden nest
poor as our Saviour and His mother. Why | Keep watch for my coming, dear, long
has God glven me such a home and such| ingly,
kind parenta to care for me? I will try to| Most lovingly turn thy face up to me,

I'd get angry at that fly. "0 say naughty |L and I intenduced ®rank Hitcheock, the s thankful and good, and not envy rich| And mourn when 1
3 3 ¥ |5 2k, L £ v sunk to 7
But pow nothing disturbs me, |Sheriff. *Jerry,” #ald Frink, “is the ven']ghﬂdrun any more.”" i
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